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Toddler Stage 
After transferring to
South D Wing,
the chatty little guy
tottered
from bed
to chair
to dresser
and removed
his dentures.
Jacob GriswoldJONNY (cn’t): And then yous start attackin’ me like I’m the fuckin’ prob-
lem?
(Gerald groans & looks at the audience.)
GERALD: It is a problem and they are out there. They are real.
( Jonny kicks Gerald again.)
JONNY: Shut up you old loon. 
( Jonny turns away from Gerald leaving him on the floor.)
JONNY (cn’t): The director likes you Gerry. He doesn’t wanna replace you. 
But you and I both know you’re gonna breakdown again and I can’t have 
that sort of problem in front of a audience.
(Gerald starts to slowly get up.)
GERALD: Stop this Jonny. This isn’t you. You could never hurt me.
( Jonny rushes back to Gerald and pins him back on the floor with his foot. He 
bends down and grabs Gerald by the back of his hair. He gets close to his ear and 
tugs his head back forcefully, on and off.)
JONNY: You’re right this isn’t me. This is Paulie. This is me doin’ exactly like 
you taught me. React in the real fuckin’ world the same way the character 
would. That’s how you achieve greatness on the stage! And Paulie, Paulie 
would whack the jerk off that’s a threat to his fuckin’ business.
GERALD: (Frantically) You’ve gone too far Jonny. I never hurt anyone for 
real, even when I played the bad guys. You’re Jonny Martin, not some two-
bit gangster. Please Jonny, please.
JONNY: Right now, my name’s fuckin’ Paulie.
( Jonny slams Gerald’s face into the floor. There is a loud cracking sound. Gerald 
lies on the ground, motionless. Jonny stands up and wipes his hands on his 
jacket, dusting it off. He moves Gerald a little with his foot to make sure he’s 
dead. Blood begins to seep out from under Gerald’s head. Jonny walks over to 
the record player and stops the music from playing. He turns around and faces 
the audience, realizing they’ve been watching and are quite real.)
JONNY: What chu’all lookin’ at huh? I ain’t fuckin’ crazy.
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